The Brunette, 


Sung by Mr. Incledon. 
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MY heart's ſoſt emotions admit no diſguiſe, 
To cheat the poor nymphs of the plain; 
For the paſſion I feel is confeſs'd by my eyes, 
And love ſhews the wound of the ſwain; 
Au love, &c. 
And ſuch were my plaints when I happily met 
The arcb-bazel eyes of my lovely Brunette. 


Wou'd you know all the magic that lives in her mein, 
By which my fond heart ſbe has won; 

Go take (like the Grecian) each beauty that's ſeen, 
And compriſe all their graces in one; | 
Then wonder, like me, at the pleaſure fraught Bet, 

| And wear the ſoft chains of the lovely Brunette. 


| F The wandering kidlings that ſport on the hills, 
| Leave their . liſt — lay; 
She charms the ſwift courſe of the murmuring rills, 
And arrefts the bright chariot of dax. 
| A The winds flop, enraptur'd, to liſt to my Bet, 
And grateſully fan the accompliſh'd Brunette. 


| 

Had I all the wealth that ſtern avarice ſought, - 

X. When he ravag'd the glittering mine; 

N Had L all the treaſures that Creſus had 
The gems, my ſweer girl, ſhou'd be tete; 

But trifles, like theſe, are deſpis d by my Bet, 

For merit alone wins the lovely Brunette, 
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